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Crede modo inſamum, nibilb ut ſapientior ille 
Qui te deridet caudam trahift—— Ho. Lib. ii. Sat. 3. 
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HAT! ill intent on bur'neſs, books, and 
B. Mose a little, sir, upon the times 
Whether our - buroughs, when they read their \ writs, 


Chuſe next a houſe of ſtateſmen, or of ill; Wo | xe 
If Haddock, When his fleet has drank enough, [8 80 " 
Brings back to Br irain peace or war—or ſnuff: : | | 0 
If Philip dreads, or at our navy ſneers, ca | | : 
And wants to crop a few more Engliſh ears; 29} 112 vs 

: is | A 2 | f Gar 


E 6 
. 
* 4 
| £ 6 1 


I fear what may, and may not come to pals, 
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A. I 0106 HE and 2 you dive ſo deep, 
You, | 
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1181 
O'er Lil 


Your oil muſt coſt you half as. mch as fire. 
Waſte not 3 fleſh i in freting ſchemes and care, 


A to ee your body ſound and whole, 
Ah, . my friend, leſs candle, and more coal. 
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B. "Tu K 1 friend, can never 1 ine; 


I wake by turns, and ſleep for Britain's good Ey 
Buſy i in dreams to bring che day about, e ee 


4 


Which keeps me off * from chur icþ—Jometimea from maſs. _ 
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When freedom may get in, and ſlavery out: 
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When Fr. F—n may once more direct the dar, 
And tell us ryly,. who 1 is England's $ heir ; 38. 
I tremble for my cou ay. —Well you may, 
Which ſeems not to regard o one word vou lay— 
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Whoe er you curſe,; ſhe dns their actions fair, oz 01 

And reads you back ward; like a witeh's prayer: 
Your knaves, like folks at Nom Who think ainifs; Sys lade 
For 0 „ ee N ao 
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For, ah! as . tho — 5 B.- ** HW: 
O'er a learn'd ſatire, as à ſermon doe: I 22509 MT 
For print each month, and publiſh what you will. 
Arts pine, quacks flouriſh-—R-c& and M-rg-n kill. ; 
The voice of cenſure . Fd diſregards. a 
And takes each week a ſhilling for his * by 
Say all you can, if poſſible ſay more, K nie 
| Damvers will ſtill lie on, and veſalt whore. 
Libels well meant, brib d courts will not acquit, 
Poor Haines 's ears in pain for Cal wit. 1 
Knaves to nice honour, fools to ſenſe pretend, 18 12 2h 1 
And tho y you preach and laſn but gently mende . 
What! cure an atheiſt with a fatire's touch 401 
| The ſcriptures, Sir, would almoſt do as much 
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C 3 f | 
Dor then that wild opinion of the ting 45 50 
That folks are eee ve thens Lak 
Shall pert Apollo converts m_— to gain, 8 110 
When Vbitßeld pres yan prints in van. 
Tias juſt as if your crazy muſe ſhould ſay, 
If $-r1-ch cannot ſave you, Phebur ae e ls 0% 


The poets, fewer than the prelates flaws,” 
And Clio, a much en, chan a 

Hin N a + Bus Sx. Aion ont ＋ hi ef 
Rxronu, or not, ybur niuſe is 1 an io, af 
If each rich ſatire pays you fifty pound! boca botA - 
Since Horace half ſo much cod * n voy [is vac 
In his whole life, as you im half a: year! 1:91 u ran Q 
If you buy farms and mannors with. your chinese a asc. 20 
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What has a muſe to do Kith"routtiets-crimes? - N. 100T 
If the ſheets ſell; what id t to me or youp nod 5 14 07 221207 
Who cheats, or-whotes 3 . whoſe no, ain * bak 
The poet firſt himſelſcis to beſri en, 

'Tis his to get tis otlier folks: to mend: 0 oft] 
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"TERA * 
If he ſubſcribes—let 7- have ſtill his w/ 
Print for one king, and for another pra: 
A piece from him, will build, or buy, or bot, 


As well as from a prieſt that minds an Sache eo oaenc” 
Your buſineſs, Sir, is to encreaſe your rent, 
Ne'er minding who fin on or who repent: 

A guinea from a faint,” to you no mor 
Nor ſweeter, than a ſecond from a Whore 
If Japbet lives without, or with an ear, 

Your walks are juſt as neat, and ſprings as clear 
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| Chuſe then eue mom for cheat, or khaye, ni b cit 
You fave the n foul let parſons fue i!: 
d Jonny yerl! 10 — 10 Iliw ved; d 1 1 

Bur ſince hemmt d di with CHI All 4 around, 2 290 
Not one lean virtue net à eviitt is fohindd 
Why beth d en C4 due rate gifts e 90 
B. What? n When he loſt 4 place 101 gail 
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Whoever quits his golden key or ſtafff.. 

I reverence, I adore——while others laugh | 8: i 
For the new conyert each with zeal contends, | > | / 

For George's foes, are always Danver's friendde. 

Thy fame, oh Sw--ft, the new-made Tory ſing g 

Scofts at a crown, and ſcorns, or libels kings: Brit 137 

We pour the patriot chriſm, and in a trice, 

You view him clear, and purg d of every vice. 

A. Suns againſt reaſon here you ſeem to ſtrive! 7.21507 

What ? knaves at ten, and honeſt folks at five? 

Say, deareſt poet, does the convert tribe, AY 0 
Brib d in the morn, that evening hate a bribe? - ©} 
Does the old thirſt ſo ſaon. the ſoul forſake? | | 
i they will not or they cannot take? 

Does Sus pure air, or Dawl—y's, in an hour, 
Cleanſe juſt like ſoap ; like purgatory ſeour ?: 
Calling for boats, and failing croſs the zum, ? 


1 
On ſunday falſe, and ſaithleſs to their truſ t, 
Shall the next tueſday own em good and juſt: 
| Whole years of guilt, two days converſion ſmother, 
Knaves on one fide the ſtream, and ſaints on tother. 
To rail at courts if H—7v—y ſhould begin, 
Tell me, wou'd H--rv-y have one fingle ſin? 


B. You ſneer with me tis goſpel all you fay | 
' You know not, friend, the de af a day. © 
Three hours with 5B Ln, or with me to fit, + 
The rake becomes a faint; the fool a wit: 
Not quite deſpairing, if we took the pains | 
To furniſh ev'n a Gazetteer with brains! 
With love of freedom we inſpire the flave, - - 
Make courtiets' modeſt; and make cards brave! 
Good P—y's gracious" titles without end. 
- Our high, our low, our Whig; our Tory friend, 18 Ft, 
dh Gde by turhs whoſe genius wiſely hit 
His king's, his country's your's and our's by fit: 
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Pleas d, Janus like, a various face to ſhew, An! vaba ut nO© 

One views th Exche que and one lers on Sw. ale 

vet — — 91594 ood 

He ſtill is . eee Was our's! 22 

mig blu -M li enn 18 [ig of 

A. BRS H TMN / e every vice! 

What reformation's finiſh'd in a trice? 

Here, to reſine your ſenſe; and mend your tal: % A 

Sages of Bedlam, nuns of Drury ſailC!! on Won oY 

At Temple-ſtairs you may each vertue lack, | 2o1dt T 

Yet ſwim a Cato, or a B. back: moped 5: 

Thine, myſtick Thames, like Lethe's 1 wayes, 

Where fools forget they ever have been knaves ! 

Rome's deities a change as nimbly make; 

See there a God—laſt moment twas a cake! 

A turn as quick in H you view, 

e at Ni-, and . at * 

Offer a poſt my Lord wou d only piſh.! | 
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Refuſe a ſtaff, which might his virtue ſtain, | 
And gives you: back your dangerous gift again 
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Say with what PRO - 4: ii irs look Lin: b 56 
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B. An, Sir, the Colonel 1 has quite held the / Dake) bil 
Vertues more fair, no hero once could boaſt; BIO n 
He ftep'd acroſs the way, and half were loſt; ;, 3 
One after one in ſighs we ſaw them falll nf N 
Till kiſſing ca hand, Ore . a? ; & Ai 208 


A. Fox thoſe who bribe with x3 with Ae hd =: 
St. James s i 18, and ever Was too hard! 6 H 19 9284 if 
No youthful fon of Churchill,” won ſo ſon, 


With flirt, and wit, & fine arid u Batten. | off ee 


®* Tho' pleas'd awhile,” he cou'd not long admire, da 
Amh--t's thin flaſh, like Mar/borough's glorious fire; 
Tir'd with this patriot's chat, that patriot's ſcheme,"'/  _ 


Tho' all begg'd hard he cou'd no longer dream. 


Full to his raviſh'd thought, all Blenheim roſe, | 1 1 
Mark d out his ſire's, and ſbew d him Britains foes} s: | 
| But 
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Bur ſay, pes for once, ſoft words you e 
8 Nor call'd this Peer a coxcomb, that a ſlave: 
Nor carrying courtiers frailties quite ſo high, 
Made em miſtake ſometimes—but ſeldom lie! 
Your old friend Horace, never wrote. ſo keen, 
As when he felt his muſe quite free from ſpleen. 
When call'd he a fine Roman lady whore; 
She lik d a maſk, perhaps but ſeldom more 
From an arch look, or leer, the bard might gucks 
She had one frailty—and but few have leſs : £07 
 Whatc'er he thought, hard words he ſeldom gave, 
En Fog, with him, had ſcarce been rogue, or knave: 
The laſh he lent, without a pain you bore; - 
Gentle his hand, whene'er, it touch dia fore, 


B. Wirn fraud and-guilt'I never cou'd be nice, 
Play with a crime, or piddle o'er a vice! 
1 ſeldom parry'd, when the cauſe was juſt, 
But drew at once, and boldly ſped the thruſt, 
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J 
My heart too honeſt, when it found a flaw, 

To tremble - and not dare arraign the law; 

Its voice oft proſtitute, its power accurſt, | 
Which often hangs the good, and faves the worſt. | 
To things, you know, I ever gave right names, Fe 
Call'd B--ngb--ke my friend, my ſovereign. F—mes + 
Ne'er bending to that brow I ought to ſcorn, 

The cuckold found, I always ſhew'd the horn. 

One Peer or two my fondeſt ſmile; poſleſt ; 
You know my thoughts and judgment of the reſt. 


A. Your country's faith you ought to let alone! 


B. You know I laugh as often at my own: 
Luther and Loyola, whene'er I ſee 
Room for a ſneer, are ſaints alike with me! 

The Joke, by turns, all churches have a part in, 
Peter the fool to-day——to-morrow Martin : 

A little outſide virtue, and no more, 

Juſt pray, and croſ—and the grave farce is or | 


Confeſs 


—_ (26 ]| 
| Confeks each morn, faliation to enſurree. 
„ 

7 | While heaven, as ſuits my various humour beſt, „ 

Has now and then a prayer, and oft a jeſt. 1 5 . 
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A. Wiro cenſure others, ſhould from guilt be free 


| | dre * 02 211.963 0:1 word : [1 $3; Qt bnd 44 
{| 
B. You know my ſoul; and why all this to mel 
In life the colours different, yet we lack, on? 100 oO 
And chuſe for ſatire, nothing but the black 
: | Search for the flaws, and frailties of the mind, 


And leave its beauties, all unmark d, behind. = 
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A. You ſeem like Indians at a feaſt, who prize 
The guts, before the ſhoulder, breaſt, or thighs. s * 
Thus nature's faireſt births are let alon 
And nothing but a monſter, hits a Mn. e 21 
, Thus maggots the ſound parts all kipping Ger, JL 30 41 
Fall on and fed r more ney on the ſore. | 
i TIETY 203 bag =__ ; * 
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. © You aſk good nature here—a goodly thing! 
Fog with a bluſh—and ſatire void of ſting ! 


A. Bor ſay, ſhould juſtice not be.ſhewn in rhimes, 
Which ought to mix our virtues with our crimes ? | 
O'erlook a fault; or where our faults prevail, 

To throw our merits in, and poile the ſcale ? 

Even is ſelf may be the wretches friend, 

And pinching ſome, to others give or lend. wi 
(Gbr, who never bluſh'd, when touch'd with grief, 

May throw ſometimes a ſhilling to a brief ! 

Fond of good books, make heaven his ſunday's theme, 
And let a fortnight paſs—and not blaſpheme j* 
Rakes ſometimes pray, tea-tables oft are grave, | 

And Danvers ſomething both of faint and knave 


B. Fox Dukes and Actors ſee one common rod; 
Trembling at me, while they deride their God | 


L183 
Mitred or furr'd, all ſinners 1 arraign, 
And fix the brand, where er I find the ſtain 
A court intrigue is ne ler play d off with jokes, 
But maids of honour clapp'd, like other folks. 
If both are haughty, looſe, perfidious, proud, 
Why ſpare a Dutcheſs, and yet cart a dowd? | 
Throw but the herald, and the *ſcutcheon by, 
And majeſty has no more grace chan I 
The poet is no more, that idle thing 
| Give him the Ermin, and you view the King 
If both are vile, let then the fatire own 
N 0b difference 'rwixt a cottage and a throne ; 
| Refolv'd no ſtar or ſtaff in courts to ſpare, 
Till thou, once more, oh Sy. JN ſhalt be there, 
With thy pure virtue, and thy patriot grace, 
To wipe off half the ſcandal of the place. 
i Faith, honour; courage, planting round the . 
A train 406 goodly gin cant all py own. 


Ax none the ſeal of ll can you \ fix? 
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B. Ox next to none——on hardly two in fix! 
I often ſtrove indeed to add two more, | 
But vext myſelf in vain, to make em four! 
The court and chureh were aſk'd, If they cou'd ſhew 
A third good man and ſoftly anſwer d No. 1 

A. YT all beſides, the faithful ſtateſmen own; 
See D-r/-1, Pull, L-ml-y, round the throne. 
Whoſe voice, if once you hear, you muſt attend, 
And like each line, tho' ſpoke againſt a friend; 
"Tis Greece or Rome, you think, your ear does ſtrike, 
The ſenſe ſo manly, and the ile ſo like | 
If merits charm, and virtues void of art, 
Praiſe S$-—pe's zeal, and envy -lp-e's heart: 
If ſenſe it pci d, do guardiand: grace your iſle; 
See C-mp-n there if courage, fee A——le. 
There R-chm-d for his country's ſafety wake 
Pays back the crown each honour that he take: 
Each kind good-natur'd virtue, long his own, 


Who to be lov'd, wants only to be known. 
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There 
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There born to mes his ſovereign's care the leſs, 
Whom widows ſmile to meet, and orphans bleſs; 
From innocence in tears who wipes the gloom, 
And holds the ſcale, Fair Juflice, in thy room, 
See H-rdw-k near the royal couch attend, 
| Britain's lov'd guardian, father, judge, and friend; 
Whoſe candid ſentence, and unblemiſh d heart, 
From envy's ſelf extracts the venom'd dart: 
In ſecret forc d to own the pious name, 
And breathe a ſigh, becauſe ſhe cannot blame! 
His virtues by each other ſo ſurpaſe d, 
Ihe firſt ſeems faireſt— till you know. the laſt. 


Py 


Oxz more, if fitire pleaſe, one more be nam'd, 
Learn'd, without noiſe and without titles, fam d; 
Who likes the virtue, yet diſdains the ſhew, 

And ſeldom loſt a friend, or made a foe! 
Content to want himſelf repoſe and reſt, 
| That Brunfuick might be feard, and England bleſt ; 


Cor 
Ah, bluſh not, O, to be humbly great, 
Tho on no woolpack, on as fair a ſeat; 
Which Brirain for her ſon has twice prepar dd. 
To pay his virtue, and kis toil reward RO One 
Nor bluſh, this grateful offering to approve, N A ; 1 
This gift this ſomething between pride and love. JT 


Since then you like retirement, ſhades, and eaſe, - 
Say] wou'd not panegyrick better pleaſe? 
With Ch-nd-s name, or Scr—p's enrich your layg— 


B. T'vs mild fo long, I ſcarce know how to praiſe. 
Believe me, of your ſcheme I often think, | | 
But ne'er cou'd buy a pint of flattering ink; 
Think as I pleaſe, direct it as I will, 
Nothing but ſatire follows from my quill ! 


. ; ; Fi 


A. PLawrT royal virtues in your ſovereign's breaſt 


B. Farnzx and Son, by turns, have been my jeſt | 
A. Wares 
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A. Werrz ſomewhat moving of Britamia's Queen, 
If Crit, and Hv: have not rais d your ſplecn. | 


R Wirn libels-on her reign; un every ſhelf; 
Her praiſe wou'd be a ſatire ou myſelf. 

A. Tus council want a line B. A line to gain 
To grace their conduct, let em ſend to Spain ? 
Both in their fame with equal luſtre meet, 
Britain's calm captains—and her peaceful fleet. 


A. Sav ſomething of the Biſhops-—B,—All I can, 
One is a candid, one a decent man: 5 te 159.328 
For B-rhgy's heavenly worth I paſs 29 00. 11 nin] 
And ſtrire but cannot praiſe . 11d gan 


4 evis knew, till you explain d the ca, 
That decency was deem d a chriſtian grace | 
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If chis adorns a mitre, then perchance 
You'd like their Lordſhips better, cou d they dance: 
For pious ends might bows and ſmiles be given, 
And Lallee's ſtep be found a ſtep towards heaven 
Vet tell me, gravely, how you fix the ſmart, 
Vet at no ſingle boſom aim the dart 
Why ſhou'd its point, or Nu-g, or Herog gall, 
Directed, nor at this, nor that, but all? 
Since if a falſhood in a rhime they ſpy, 

lt is not you, but A. and B. chat lie. 


B. Tuo' one my ſatire dreads, and t other blames, 
Bufo and Bavius are unmeaning names! 
Folks call it libel, when there's nothing in't ; 
I but tranſlate—..'tis Dos and Horace print. 
The town quite wicked, and quite guiltleb I, 
Thoſe only make the libel, who apply. 


A. Tur Reverend atheiſts then, you ſhew'd to pleaſe us, 
Were prieſts, no doubt, of Juno, not of Jeſus ! 


Some 


GE Wh + 
| Some Pagan Flamens, by your ſatire drawn; 
Not Chrifian_for their leeves were not of lawn. 
It ne'er cou'd be Lad. you meant to blame, 
For ſee, two vowels wanting in his name! 


17 then the pain you can ſo long ſurvive, 
And, without Laſhing, keep two months alive; ; 
I yet may guide you to a generous friend, 

If tis not too much torture to commend | 
Tho nothing courteous yet your muſe has done, 
With ten ſmooth lines may Atticus be won; 

No man on earth with more good nature lives, 
Nor can you fin, fo oft as he forgives! 
Pity, when each to each may be fo dear, 
You yet ſhou'd live ſo diſtant, and ſo near | 
Tm not far remor'd from Richmond's bower, 1805 
A frog, or you, might hop it in an hour 
Here, after a fatigue, your muſe might find 
A ſhade quite cooling, and a Patron kind 


k > 


pu 25 J 
Retir d from noiſe, and batt ning at your eaſe, - 
Chuſe pheaſant, quail, or ven ſon which you pleaſe 11 
Hear what Verſeilles, and what the Turk purſues ; 


For oft, at court, he often reads the news. 


Foxce nature then and ſomething civil ſay; 
If ſatire cannot touch him, flattery may 
Tho he may ſeem to piſh, and ſcorn: your lays; 
The firmeſt heart has a hole left for praiſe: 
It not——'tis but ten verſes thrown away, 
From fifty, which you ſcribble every day. 


B. AreLAuss runs heavy in my muſe's ſtrain, 
I laſh with rapture, but commend with pain! 
His ſchemes no mote revil'd, and conduct curſt, 
I wou'd methinks be honeſt if I durft. | 


A. A xRIENDLyY line or two his ear may ſtrike! * © 
Tho' 'tis not praiſe, ſay ſomething that ie filed; ©: | 5 | 


11 D 


[26] 
If not fo keen as }-//'s to find a flaw, 
' You'll let him know a little of the law. 
Tho' not the Nh, and 7-1b-t of the age, 
You'll place him on a bench at leaſt with P-ge. 


B. Wuo in that heart can hope a place to find, 
Which muſt be weak, before it can be kind? 
To the beſt virtue own a'frailty near, 
And cer it can forgive, betray a fear! © 
Fach poſt, and bulk, and door, and alley's ends, 
Half hid with jeſts, or Iibels, on his friends: 
Ah!] what avails-one ſoothing fulſom page, 
A ſmile, much leſs a friendſhip to engage! 
Some fool perhaps a glozing line may hit, 
| But by a ſham, was Cer the ſtateſman bit ? 
Who, tho' you hide the tail whate'er you can, 
Can ſtill diſcern the monkey from the man 
Thro the great patriot I the friend can view 3 
But, ah ! the ſoul that pardons, ESTA 
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In the ſmooth phraſe can trace the hid diſtain, 

And venom mixing with the oily ſtrain. 

Seen through by him, the falſe adorer's vows, 
The ſmile, that curſes=and the rage, that bows. 


A. Tis better then laugh on, than hope to gain 
His ſmile, by that applauſe, you only feign. 
But why on P-x-on ſhou'd you ſquirt your gall ? 


B. Ir hid from you, tis elſe well known to all! 
The largeſt ſhower ſhou'd on his head deſcend, 
Who ſpoil'd a gracious plot and hang'd my * friend! 
O'er a nice ſcheme when cer we meet at night, 
In ruſh his -irmidons, and matr it quite: * 
Ines is our theme; when dreaming no ſuch thing, , 
They bring us news, and tell wy, George is king. ding 4 
Tho' guiltleſs each, the law will none acquit, 
But calls that treaſon, which we meant for wit. 
For an arch ſong, tho fill d with airs divine, 
Tis ears, and eggs tis Newgate, and a fine. 
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Thoſe lines attack the council, "theſe the king, 

Says *** when we meant a different thing 

In vain for juſtice to the bar we fly, 
Gibbet and jail, is all the courtier's cry ! 

Bleſt freedom this fair iſle, thy boaſt and glory! 
When courts that ſpare a Mbig, ſhall cart a Tory! 


3 e ae ee ed wit; thowlick banks, - uw 9 
Have ſome ſharp fangs, and others ſcratching claws ; ; 
Ah, hear for once an open friend adviſe, bid. 

Teaching the wiſeſt poet to be wiſe | 

Invert your ſtile and panegyrick ſell; 

Nothing, if managed right, goes off ſo well! 

You ſtare, perhaps, and aſk the reaſon why... 

Their virtues all few folks their fins will buy | 

A tribute here from, good and bad you raiſe! 

Who takes your purſe, will thank you for your praiſe. 
Tho falſe the praiſe, ſince all themſelves adore, 

The more you lie, twill pleaſe your friends the more | 
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Make Crafiſmen true, and make fine ladies pray, 
Both will forgive, and for the falſhood pay. 


B. Tno' not their own, yet know in proſe and On 
Moſt people love to buy their neighbours crimes; 
Who ſend to D-dd, and for the ſcandal preſs, 

For publick vices make our own ſeem leſs). 
Chartres had Wild's memoirs on every ſhelf, | 

To feaſt on rogues more noted than himſelf! 
While Ph-/I-ps does thro' reams of Bridewel pore, 
Bleſſing her God, to meet a greater whore! 

Her ſiſter ſinners take of heaven's dire curſe, 

And ſhe. is good, becauſe a few are worſe! 


Sari beſides, keeps troops of wits alive | 
Print truth, you ſtarve; print legend, and you thrive |. 


Smooth lies on ſenates now, and now on Kings, IJ. 
Whate'er you fancy, Sir, are gainful things, 5 


They arch our grotto s, and they pave our ſprings . 
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/ Five fibbs in Gr--firb felling oft more dear, 
Than fifty truths in Freeman's Gazetteer | 


A. Tro' virtue's praiſe each page of your's, begins, 
You ſeem to make much more of peoples fins ; 
Guilt is your gain, tis honeſty you fear! 


A court of ſaints undoes you in a year: 
Your muſe and you muſt have been begger'd quite, 
- Had all been like your Dan, ſo chaſte 23 
In vain relying on one ſingle fault, FN 
To fell a pamphlet, or to earn a groat. 

Wou'd you enlarge your fame, or fortune raiſe, 
Guthrey and you muſt wiſh for wicked days; 
Shou'd courts no longer bribe, or villains hang, 
How ſhou d the poet laſh, or prieſt harangue ?'- 
The ages vices keep you both alive, voy al 


| Which muſt be rampant or you cannot thrive ! | 
Shou'd future fate withdraw its gracious ſmile, | 
Nor plant a race of worthies in our iſle, 


To cheat in Bl-nt's, and forge in Culebs ſtead, 
Satire on bulks muſt beg her daily bread ; 

Or to a harder fate ſubmit with tears, 

To ſup with Dunces, and with Gazetteers. 
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B. Hexcs folly does herſelf almoſt acquit; 
For folly always finds a theme for wit: 
Shou'd ſtateſmen ceaſe to dream, or ſenates petite, 
Nor blunder on the ſame old bleſſed rate: 

Satire cou'd ne'er maintain its empire long, 

In waggiſh emblem, or in pointing ſong : 

Nor the arch cut, or frontiſpiece convey, 

What libel is aſham'd, or fears to ſay: 

This breaks the ſtatute, yet the law defies ; 

For who can prove a print, or picture lies: 
Better that dulneſs ſtill ſhould reign, fay I, 
Than liberty's beſt guardian, wit, ſhou'd die! 
Whoſe ſacred power when empires once deſpiſe; 
Welcome plague, famine or 2 new exciſe. 
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Make our religion ſmall, pur credit leſs, 
But grant us ſtill our ſcandal and our preſz T 
F reedom farewel, ; when ſatire once is flown; 
Adieu fair virtue laſt——when wit is gone! 
Dean, Drapier ! haſte to guard thy own great gift, 
More dear than pulpits, or a prayer, to S.. 
still from the cart and jail, let this be freedl, 
And if you fave your jeſt ne er mind your creed: * by 
Elſe, now with juries, now with goals perplext, 
Down goes the libel firſt, and Kingdoms next. 
Shou'd tyrant laws its honeſt rights invade, 
Good heaven protect our bibles, and our trade! 
Since Ph-I-p's ſelf is more afraid to meet, 
With Danvers journal, than with Haddocl's fleet; 
Spain's gold has bid our cannon oft give ore, 
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But ne er cou'd ſilence his, or Budgels roa 
In freedom's cauſe, ſtill. buſy, brave, and bold, 


Tho' ticking for each ſingle ſheet he ſold. 
* Sce Tale of a Tub—paſlim & ubique— 
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A. Sincs 
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A. $ixcz then by no unkind entreaties mov'd, 
Your wiſh, is to be dreaded, more than lov'd ; 
Welcome tall ſtrutting proſe, and low ſublime! 
And Caleb's reaſons, propt by W-fl-y's rhime | 
Come pointleſs periods, and unmeaning ſpite, 
Where kiſſing, verſe, and vanity unite ; | 


Now keen, now clumſy—right and wrong by fits, , 


Which aims at one, and oft another hits. 
Oh, come! the Tu- leer, and D- flirt, 


 Satires that love to hiſs, but rarely hurt; 


That die and ſtink, a thouſand in a day, 
And ſeldom for the Poets Porter pay! 

Still round and round in one ſmooth circle fly, 
The precious fiction, and the pious lie 

Wit, that, like eccho, only lives in ſound, 


And ſtirs a laugh, where it defign'd a wound] 


Bedews its maudling eyes with many a tear ; 


And weeps at evils—heaven knows what, or where 
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Bou r ſince a friend's advice you ſcorn to hear, 118 1 
And ſtill prepare the laſh, you cannot fear ; = 
The breath I. want, no more I throw away, 

But while you cenſure, rather chuſe to pray! 

« Genius of Britain ſpread thy guardian wing 

Oer thy lov'd iſle, and round thy Fav'zrrs Kino. 

« Into her wounds, ah, pour the healing bam 

< Smooth her rough paſſions, and her diſcords calm; 

« (One ſacred life · now reſeuing from tlie grave! 

< Since ſaving one, thou may ſt an empire fave!) 

6 Give her, nor, oh, the pious with diſclaim, 

« Or war with triumph; or a peace with fame! 

<« Whoe er invades, her freedom to defend, == 

And ſcorn that for, the cannot make a friend. 
Where er her cannons roar, or croſſes fly, 

Plant dread, and flight, and each pale terror nigh! - 
© Let Dortremble, and Jet Calpe fear 

-< Soon. as her navy's conquering flags appear 
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« While the fame colours fright each hoſtile ſhore, 
« Which wav'd on Raleigh's maſt, and Drake's before | 


Þ os... « Reaping freſh laurels from the vanquiſh'd main, 


« To wipe away, at laſt, Almanzd's ſtain ! 

« Pour in each heart a thirſt of upright fame, | 
« And death with honour, before life, with ſhame ! il 
e With courage let her awe, and virtue charm 6 
Fach realm that courts her ſmile, or ſlights her arm: 

« Not fond of PEA CE, if peace wou'd but enſlave; 
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